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the quality of a voice, and often, after having met some
important person, he would complain that he had hardly
been able to cany on the conversation because the other
person's voice had affected him so adversely. His own
voice had no special quality of timbre or individuality,
but it was quiet and melodious, and his pronunciation was
•very distinct. Sometimes in pronouncing the sibilant there
would be a hardly detectable lisp which only heightened
the picturesque attraction of his speech. A child of his
epoch, in some ways even of a past epoch, conversation
was for him an art, both socially and intellectually. It
need not be a means to an end ; sometimes it sufficed that
it should be an end in itself. So it came to pass that it was
not a particularly intellectual type of conversation that
Paderewski most enjoyed. He could discuss without
precipitating a deadlock by too definite a defence of his
own argument; he did not talk unless he knew his subject,
yet he did not try to impress with his knowledge ; he liked
changing the subject, leaping to new side-tracks that seemed
promising, or that might provide the opportunity for an
epigram. His sense of humour had something akin to that
of the English, but it had also the precision of French wit. He
had a natural love for playing upon words. There is a story
told by CuthbertHadden, illustrating effectively Paderewski's
love for puns. One night in London Paderewski arrived
rather late at a house where he was to play. He overheard
his hostess asking one of the guests, a famous polo player and
an amateur pianist, to play until the arrival of Paderewski.
Paderewski withdrew, and did not make his entry into the
drawing-room until his " understudy " had finished playing.
He then approached the young man and congratulated him
on his performance ; but the polo player answered modestly:
" It is very kind of you to congratulate me, but nobody is
more painfully aware of the fact how great the difference
is between us." To which Paderewski replied smilingly :
" Oh, the difference is not so very great after all. You
are a dear soul who plays polo, while I am a poor Pole
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